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Innocence 


Author's Notes: 

Firstly: TRIGGER WARNING! This is a non-con story. Proceed at your own risk 

Secondly: | never see any Nikki/Jon fics out there so, yeah | decided to write this on the spur of the moment. 
So it\'s basically all Nikki/Jon with a hint of Nikki and another mystery lover on the side..(guess who). This is 
set in the 80s, around the time Bon Jovi first got signed to Doc McGhee\'s label. 

Thirdly: | don\'t own anyone in here and this is a work of fiction. 


He had such innocent eyes. So big, so blue, so full of wonder. So much purity in those eyes. 


Nikki wanted to take that. He wanted to take Jon's innocence, slowly, and painfully. He wanted to see the light 
drain out of those huge, blue eyes. He wanted to see tears well up and fall from those impossible crystals. He 
wanted to break Jon. 


Nikki never got that innocence, why should Jon? Nikki would never be able to look at a picture of himself and 


see innocence in his emerald eyes. 


No, all Nikki would see was darkness. Pain. Violence. Anger. Sex. Drugs. Booze. All he would see was a monster. 


Jon shouldn't get to have innocence in his eyes, not at this age. Spoilt little Jersey boy, probably never knew a 
hardship in his life. 


Tonight that would change. Nikki would change that. Nikki would change him forever. 


He didn't put up a fight, not at first. 

He willingly came into your hotel room, heard the door close behind him and did nothing. 

He started to show resistance when your touches got too close for comfort. 

He started to show fear when you got aggressive. When you pushed him down on the bed and straddled him 
like a horse, hands wrapped around his tanned throat. His skin reminded you of another lover you had, with 
that same tanned skin. You briefly smiled at the thought of that innocent little thing, before going back to 
what you were doing. 

He choked, he gasped, he wheezed. You let go of his throat just before he would've became unconscious. 
Some of the light was gone then, but not enough. Only a little. 

He showed more fear when you unlaced your pants and nearly ripped his off. 

He begged you not to. 

He pleaded between wheezy, gasping breaths. 

You'll never forget the look in his eyes when you first put it in 

First it was shock. 

Then confusion. 

Then betrayal. 

Then fear. 


Then sadness. 


Then all 5 at the same time. 


Tears formed in his eyes, then they streamed down his face. 


Sweet, salty tears. You know because you licked them off his face, slowly, making sure you made him feel as 


violated as possible. 
In and out, in and out, in and out. 


Blood trickled down his thighs, reminding you again of the other lover and the first time you took him. He 


screamed, he cussed at you, he scratched and clawed at you, and in the end, he begged for mercy. 
Jon didn't do any of that. 


Jon just laid there, whimpering, tears streaming down his soft skin. Every now and then he'd whimper "No, 


Nikki, please, no." in a voice so low it was barely discernible. What a bitch. 

His eyes screamed ‘Why, ‘Why would you do this to me?', ‘I thought we were friends,’ 

The light was nearly gone. The innocence was barely there anymore. 

It was gone when you gave one last thrust, pushing as deep as possible. 

It was gone the second you felt yourself cum inside of him. 

You saw it leave. The light. Sucked out. Just by that one event. The innocence. Gone. 

He'd never have it back. His once radiant blue eyes now seemed to have taken on a shade of grey. 
You smirked. 

You leaned down close to his ear. 


"You're a great fuck Jomy boy..but I've had better," 


